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Whenas delight and solace Served I with wantonness, And burned anon like the grass To this ruth !"
But then lift she her sad eyes, Gray like wet morning skies, That wait the sun to arise,
Tears to amend. "Gobertz, amic" so she cries, By Jesus' agonies Hither come I by lies
Of false friend.
" Sir Richart de Laund he hight, Who fair promised me plight Of word and ring, on a night
Of no fame ; So then evilly bright Had his will and delight Of me, and fled unrequite
For my shame!
" Alas, and now to my thought Flieth the woe that I wrought Thee, Gobertz, that distraught
Thou didst fare. Now a vile thing of nought Fare I that once was so haught And free, and could not be taught
By thy care,"